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Josephine has a_ branch cut 
from a tamarack tree. It was 
passed around the circle as 
though it were a rare diamond. 
It was admired for its shades of 
green and blue, its softness, its 
gayety, its feathery feminine 
charm, its exquisite contours. 

Beauty for Goodbye 

Kathleen had a piece of Batik, 
a strip of fabric she had picked up 
in the sewing room. Hues of violet 


Dear God; Lord and guide of|and blue set off a design of but- 
travellers: Saying goodbye to Ma-/terflies and scarabs. 


donna House isn’t easy for me—} 


Mary had a cluster of half a 


though I have said goodbye many }dozen crab apples, each an ex- 
scores of times. I don’t think it’s/|quisite shade of red, each perfect- 
easy for anyone who has lived/ly round, each matching all its 
here for a year or more. I remem-| sisters. The girls talked of the 


ber 


a farewell of last year—or|miracle of fruits, and the good- 


was it the year before? Time goes| ness of the Lord Who made them. 


so quickly here—and yet it. seems 
never to go at all. 


Three girls were going to dis-| handed down through the wo-| 
tant missions, and there wasn’t| men of her family through hun-| 


Guadalupe exhibited a bead- 
worked reliquary that had been| 


time to give them a “going away| dreds of years. The beads were 
party.” “We'll make it a farewell/ firmly sct, in spite of their age, | 
picnic”, Shirley said. “We'll go to/ and were lovelier than any bit of | 
the top of Father Cassidy’s hill;|~wampum. The thing was round 


and we'll bring presents. Let each 
of us bring the most beautiful 
thing she has—not to give away, 
just to share. We Say, ‘Always 
leave ’em laughing when you say 
goodbye’; let’s amend that to 
read, “Always give them some- 
thing lovely to remember. O.K.?” 
Shirley always asks, “O.K.?” 
“O.K.”, the other girls said.! 





They always say “O.K.” to Shirley. | cheek. 


Top of the World 


and heavy. It had blessed a great 
many lives in its time—and would 
bless a great many more. 

Alma had a picture of Our Lady 
of Czestochowa. That was, she 
thought, the most beautiful pic- 
ture of the Madonna; and Cath- 
erine told about Poland’s devotion 
to the Virgin, and the legend of 
the sabre cuts on the lady’s| 





“They were made by a Turk”, | 


By the time Laurette had a|she said, “in one of the many wars | 
lunch packed, the big Volkswagen |in which Poland was invaded. The | 


drew up to the dorm, and the girls| 


piled in. The car went merrily|and terror of the barbarian horde. 


up and up.a narrow rutty road, | 
through majestic woods and 
stretches of meadow and pasture 
lands, and brooding wastes of 
rocks. When it reached the top of 
the world, the girls jumped out 
and arranged themselves in a 
circle on a field of new mown 
hay—a field Fr. Cassidy had man- 
aged to tuck in just underneath 
the sky. They built a fire in a 
girdle of stones—which added its 
own Pungent aroma to that of 
the haunting hay. There was also 
the smell of apples, blown from 
the old orchard by a frivolous 
wind. 

The girls roasted corn and 
marshmallows and wienies, and 
broke out some boxes of potato 
chips. And they poured something 
out of a huge coffee pot into 
paper cups. They called it 
“punch”. They said they liked it. 
Some girls like everything. 

They ate and drank and prayed 
and sang. They laughed and talk- 
ed, cleaned up some of the mess 
they had made, and prepared to 
put out the fire. It was time for 
the presentation of gifts. 








MOVING TO A 
NEW ADDRESS 


Help us to keep 
“RESTORATION” COMING 
REGULARLY BY 
CLIPPING AND 
SENDING US THIS 
ADDRESS LABEL 
WITH YOUR NEW 
ADDRESS 


PLEASE DO IT NOW WHILE 
IT’S ON YOUR MIND! 


-§SN0H VNNOGVK 
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picture bled, to the amazement 


They fled. The shrine was left 
alone. Today even the commun- 
ists take care not to harm that 
picture.” 

Nipso in the Bud 
Several girls read passages out 
of books. One girl sang a song. 
One did a beautiful dance. San- 
dra displayed a red carnation in 
a glass of water. How she had car- 
ried the glass of water there no- 
body but Sandy knows. 

“The carnation,” she said, “is 
one of our most beautiful flowers. 
I want to share its loveliness with 
you. Usually the flower has two 
or three smaller buds growing on 
the same stem as the main bud. 
If you snip these off in time, all 
the strength of the flower will go 
into the main bed. It will bloom 
earlier, it will be much larger, 
and its spicy odor will be breath- 
taking!” 

She inhaled the essence of the 
flower, her face intense and glow- 
ing, then tossed it to the girl be- 
side her, “Preparing this flower”, 
She said, “gave me something to 
think about. We need to prune 
ourselves too. The small buds 
growing on us are bits of self— 
pettiness, selfishness, meanness, 
stubbornness, envy, spite, diso- 
bedience, laziness, determination 
to have our own way. If we pluck 
these off we will blossom the 
sooner in holiness, and we shall be 
beautiful in the eyes of God. The 
bursting blossom will be each one 
of us, nourished by Christ. And 
the fragrance, the pure scent of 
the flower—that will be, of course, 
God Himself!” 

The sun bade a reluctant fare- 
well to the day. The sickle of a 
silver moon appeared in the sky 
so close overhead, and the Ves- 
per star looked down with an 
azure twinkle. Sunset and even- 
ing star and the young chit of 
a moon! Beauty of place and 
time and temperature and light! 
Beauty of song! Beauty of mo- 
tion! Beauty of minds and bod- 
ies! Beauty of thoughts and 
prayers! Beauty of love! They 
poh there to share—Your gifts, 


Time, Alas to Go 

Water glinted on the surface of 
a darkening lake far below and 
far away. It flashed and died. The 
clear hills changed. One was 
gray, another black, another lay- 
ender, another molten gold. An 
angular severe peak was softened 
and rounded by the touch of twi- 
light, a sharp clear ridge be- 
came vague and blurred and mel- 
low; a sterile valley turned into 
a splendid chalice of deep purple 
wine. Trees nodded and yawned, 
and comPlained of the bedtime 
twitter of little birds. -A homing 
hawk passed beneath the shim- 
mer of the virgin moon, black 
wings beating lazily against the 
dying embers of the western sky, 








JOURNEY 





By Catherine Doherty 


INWARD 








Our Lady is much beloved in 
Russia. And, like all Russian 
mothers, mine spoke of her con- 
stantly, quite naturally, on all 
occasions, in all seasons, during 
the day, early in the morning, 
and at eventide. 

Lately I have been thinking of 


ithe many things she told me of 


Our Lady. And not long ago, 
when I was coming down late 
at night from a high hill to Ma- 
donna House, I tried to put a few 
of the things my mother told me 
in verse: 

The Woman 

Clothed with 

The sun 

Changes her 

Dress 

From time 

To time.. 


Quite often 
She comes 
Down the 
Rim of night 
Clothed 

In star-dust 
Full of light. . 


| For those 
Who watch 
And those 
| Who pray 
She gives 
Star dust 
Like jewels 
Bright. . 
Or dreams 
Enchanted 
Through the night. . 
As Her hands 
Touch 
Their human hands— 
Or as the star 
Dust 
Fills the night 
It changes 
Suddenly 
Into Her Son.. 


Awake, 
Asleep, 
They cannot 
a 
Did they 
Embrace Him 
Or did He.. 
Alone they 
Know . . She 
Brings them ecstasy . . 








a 





Feast of 
St. Francis 











(After an Evening Along the 
Hudson River) 


By 
Catherine de Vinck 


Beneath sky and soft leaves, 

Beneath the opalescent shelter of 
the night, 

I stand, loved by wind and wave, 

Bearing wounds larger than the 
sea. 

As the world heaves and moves, 

Uncertain, between life and 
death; 

As the moments glide into one 
another, 

Weaving an intricate pattern of 
half-hinted meaning, 

I touch the river’s lustrous skin, 

The liquid suns that tremble on 
its waters. 


I-can face the high tide, inhale 
the muted scents 

That uncoil from root and bark, 

From the meeting of salted foam 
and sand. 

The knowledge, the taste, the 
flame of life 

Are closer to me than the river’s 
lips, 

Than the river’s voices. 

I can measure the volume of the 
hours 

That silently billow at the edge 
of the night: 


C} a ae 

It is not today that I shall die. 

Yet, the knowledge, the taste, the 
flame of death 

|Are closer to me than the throb- 
bing of my blood, 

Than the warmth of my flesh. 

But if the withering of green sea- 
sons, 

The slow decay of perfect roses, 

The hiss of fire upon sap-bleeding 
wood, 

Can spin around me threads of 
undefined poignancy, 

The certitude of death does not 
wildly assault my heart, 

Nor does its corrosive melancholy 
seep within my veins. 


Breathless, yet serene, 
I run along the narrow strip of 
time, 

Neither descanting an explana- 
tion of an ever-receding past, 
Nor summoning the raw vision of 

a future glazed with pain: 
Beneath sky and soft leaves, 
I live, enfolded in a life’s strongest 
current, 





THE POWER 
OF LOVE 


By Father Emile Briere 











The angels exist. They too came 
from the loving hand of God. 
Splendid He created them, pure 
spirits like Himself, endowed with 
a powerful intellect and an im- 
mense capacity for love. Yet each 
a special production, each a spe- 
cial perfection, each differing 
from another more than a kitten 





from a rose. Each so precious that | 


|the perfection of the least out- 
shines the natural perfection of 


{the whole human race! 


Great is our God in His works! 
In the world that we see, of rock, 
plant, animal, and man, in sea 
and star, His creative urge has 
lavished beauty, knowledge, good- 
ness. His creative love—the very 
stuff of things—pulsates through 
them all today and tomorrow 
until the end. The atom, the rain- 
drop, the blade of grass praise His 
Mighty Intellect as much as the 
most impressive galaxy of stars. 
For one who believes in God 
there can be no conflict between 
religion and science. Both reveal 
the same God—His Power, His 
love, His wisdom, His gentleness. 

World of Angels 
Great is our God in His mater- 


ial creation. Greater is He in His| 


spiritual works—the soul of man, 


Afraid of Love 

How often we too act in the 
same manner. We become overly 
concerned about giving, . about 
loving. We want to prove our- 
selves. We are distressed at our 
weaknesses. We dislike to seek 
help. We hesitate to accept gifts. 
Dependent love—the love of those 
who need us—we can enjoy with- 
out too much difficulty. But let 
a mature, independent person 
say “I love you” and we feel 
threatened, ashamed, fearful. 
Even God’s love, we cannot quite 
believe in, we cannot quite ac- 
cept, we cannot relax in it. The 
great sin—perhaps the only sin 
—is to refuse to be loved, to re- 
| fuse to accept oneself as a crea- 
|ture in eonstant need of care, of 
| protection, of support. 

Michael and his joyful com- 
| panions have made up their minds 
for eternity. They have chosen 
truth, reality, dependence. They 
have chosen community. They 
have chosen love. Their love is 
full, total, passionate. They are 
slaves of Love, gloriously incap- 
able of any selfish action, shim- 
meringly attuned to the faintest 
call upon their love. They come, 
these perfect lovers, at the slight- 
est cry of our hearts. 

How good is our God Who gives 
us His love through so many 
thrilling creatures! Blessed be our 
God in His angels and in His 
saints! 

Let the power of your angel’s 
| love fill you this day with joy and 
gladness. 








the angels, the grace of Mary,| 


the grace of Christ. From the 
things that we see, we rise to the 
things we do not see; from ma- 
terial perfection to the greater 
perfection of the world of spirits, 
the world of angels. 

Their existence presents no 

roblem to St. Thomas (the an- 
gelic doctor). If God is wise, he 
says, then His creation must pro- 


but non rational (animal), ra- 
tional but material (man), creat- 
ed pure spirit (the angel)—-The 


is the uncreated pure spirit. A 
Wise God produces an orderly 
creation, a balanced series of be- 
ings. No problem, says St. Thom- 
as for an orderly mind to dis- 
cover! 

So there they were, “one day”, 
in the heavens long, long ago, 
freshly born, amazed at being, 
gazing each at the other’s im- 
mense light and beauty, com- 
municating perfectly at a glance, 





Contained within a dazzling, ever- 
young Splendor 

That shall never decrease nor 
expire. 


Bearing wounds larger than the 


sea, 

I move with light steps toward a 
destination ‘ 

That shall confirm and increase 


my Joy 

And forever press the fullness of 
my being 

As a seal on His arm, 

As a seal on His Heart. 
































(Continued on Page 4) 








enthralled by’ each other’s love- 
liness. I believe that they broke 
into a song of praise to the Great 
One who had made them. 
Self Love Born 
Then they looked at themselves. 


Each saw his own immense ra-| 


diance. And that’s when the 
trouble began. One of them 
gazed long and lovingly at him- 
self. He saw with growing won- 
der that he was more intelligent, 
more powerful, more beautiful 
than any other. These others 
could become his slaves. They 
could give him honor and rever- 
ence and homage. He was the 
greatest of them all. 

He had much to give them for 
he was the Light-carrier. He 
would direct them, instruct them, 
enlighten them. No need of Any- 
one above him, no need to rec- 
ognize his origin, no need to be 
dependent. He would go it alone. 
He would be the Lord! 

Like giant cosmic rays upon 
a delicate instrument his 
thoughts sped, and spread! They 
shook his fellow intellectuals to 
the core. Each knew that the 
moment of decision had come. His 
powerful thoughts had to be re- 
jected or accepted forever! 

Michael fought back . . with 
the sword of truth. He spoke for 
reality. ‘““‘Who is like unto God?” 
he argued. And the battle was on. 
Lightningwise, thought parried 
thought, mind fought mind ’til 
the great Seducer and his victims, 

ushed back by the power of 
ruth, fell into the abyss. 

Thus was the first dictator 
borrf. The first strong man. The 
first “benefactor of mankind”’, the 
first “humanitarian”. He sinned 
against reality. He was a creature. 
He refused to accept to live as a 
creature. He would give to others. 
But he would not receive from 
God. 


| 
| 


| 
| 


ceed in graduated steps to Him-| 
self: non-living (mineral), living | 
but non-sentient (plant), sentient | 


angel being most like Himself who| 





COMBERMERE DIARY 


Staff Workers, Clare Becker 
and Tom Egan have been appoint- 
ed to work under Miss Kathy Rod- 
man, the Local Director of the 
new foundation in Virginia. 

Staffer Alma Beauchamp has 














been appointed to Maryhouse in 
Yukon, and Doreen Rousseau has 
been appointed to return to Ma- 
donna House. 

Staff Worker Phil Knight has 
been appointed to assist Thurston 
\Smith at the Information Centre 





/in Edmonton, Alberta. 

On August 15th, five new Staff 
Workers took their First Promis- 
es; namely: Deirdre Burch, Tom 
Egan, Carol German, Margaret 
McHale and William Ryan. 

On our summer roster of guests 
were Father Robert of Edmonton, 
Father Kriekenbeek of the Phili- 
pine Islands, Father Laroche of 
Edmonton, Brother Mercier, 
O.M.I., of the Yukon, Father Mc- 
Givney of the Toronto Archdio- 
cese, Monsignor Tessier of Ed- 
monton, Father Downs, C.S.C. of 
Portland, Oregon, and Fathers 
Gauthier and Leblanc, O.P. of Ot- 
tawa. 

We were also happy this sum- 
mer to welcome an_ increasing 
number of seminarians and Sis- 
ters. 

Rejeanne George, accompanied 
by Father Bechard, attended the 
reception of her brother Donald, 
as a Brother of the Sacred Heart, 
on Sunday, August 13, in Ottawa. 

Helene Iswolsky, having com- 
pleted a tour of Russia, stopped 
here for a few days and gave 
some interesting lectures. 

On the feast of the Immaculate 
Heart of Mary, August 22nd, 
Father Cullinane celebrated his 
Silver Jubilee of ordination at 
Madonna House. 

September was also a month of 
departures, inasmuch as Eddie Do- 
herty and Father Bechard left for the 
Holy Land, and Catherine Doherty 
and the new staff left for Virginia to 
open this-new foundation. 

Let us pray, in this month of the 
Anniversary of Fatima, that the First 
Saturday Rosaries of Catholics 
throughout the world will help speed- 
ily to bring about a fulfillment of the 





promises of Our Lady of Fatima. 
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WHERE LOVE IS GOD IS 


The cold war is intensified. Whence is that cold 
that envelops the world with its destructive breath? 


This type of cold does not come from nature. It 
comes from the minds and hearts of men who have 
not known the warmth of God’s love. If they ever 
knew it, they have forgotten all about it. 


Strange, is it not?, cold begets heat in our tragic 
age! For out of the cold war the mushroom of the 
atomic bomb rises, like a ghost. It enters into every 
home, bringing with it endless fear. Out of the cold 
of men’s heat, out of the cold war, comes Atomic heat 
that men can barely measure! 


It is a heat that kills all it touches. Not content 
with immediate destruction, it leaves in its wake 
radio activity, which is only another form of heat, to 
poison all living things as well as the waters and 
the earth. 


Why have we become so cold of heart, we men 
that walk the earth? Because we have forgotten the 
Commandment of Love? This must be it. 


For consider: last month an investigation of 
gambling and its thousand ramifications was going 
on in United States. It was said that the profit from 
gambling reaped by men who hide in the dark, would 
balance the budget of the U.S.A. 


Another investigation revealed the ever-increas- 
ing traffic in dope-man’s ultimate way of escaping 
reality. 


The statistics of alcoholism are staggering. Neu- 
roses are becoming common place. 


MAN, WHO HAS FORGOTTEN GOD, IS LITER- 
ALLY GOING TO PIECES. 


That is the beginning of the cold war. Broken 
men! 


A man who cannot re-collect himself before the 
Face of His Maker is a cold man. With a heart of stone, 
he worships himself, becoming a god unto himself. 


When this happens the heart of man freezes, and 
the only heat that an icy heart can beget is the heat 
of an atomic bomb! For where there is no fire of the 
spirit there is the cold of hell. The fruit of this is hate, 
and pride. These are the parents of the atomic bomb! 


Where is the way back for the cold hearts of men? 
Perhaps they should begin to join the company of the 
Holy Women of Palestine, of whom Mary the Mother 
of God was one—and who followed Christ “FROM 
AFAR”. 


Perhaps they should begin to bind themselves by 
the slender cord of a Rosary, strung with beads, 
simple little glass beads or wooden ones (in them- 
selves unimportant) —the beads of a Rosary that mark 
the footsteps of Love, when Love walked the earth 
and bore a human name—“JESUS”. 


Slowly from Nazareth to Bethlehem, and from 
there to all of Palestine and on to Golgotha, walking 
in step with the Mother of God. . . remembering how 
her Son loved us . . maybe there is the beginning of 
the melting, the unfreezing, of the cold hearts of men. 


Who better than she can bring to man the fire of 
Her Spouse, the Holy Spirit? 


Before the cosmic tragedy of our days, maybe this 
slender thread of a Rosary can still melt the cold 
hearts of men, if they only walk with her who was 
the Mother of fair love—love that casts out all fears. 


OCTOBER IS THE MONTH OF THE ROSARY!. 
SAY THE ROSARY! 




















Silver Jubilee 


Rev. E. A. Cullinane 


On the Feast of the Immaculate 
Heart of Mary, August 22, 1961, 
“Fr, Gene” decided to celebrate, 
while he was at Madonna House, 
his Silver Jubilee of Ordination— 
25 years in the priesthood. 

At the solemn high Mass on 
that occasion, Fr. Cullinane was 
the celebrant with Fr. Briere as 
deacon and Fr. Bechard as sub- 
deacon. Fr. Callahan preached 
the sermon. 

Immediate members of Father’s 
family present on this occasion 
were his sister, Mrs. Mary Ken- 
nedy, her husband and two sons 
and Father’s brother, Bernard 
from Michigan. There was also a 
large crowd of the Madonna 
House “family” present. 

Fr. Cullinane was born in Kal- 
amazoo, Michigan, on August 7, 
1907 and attended St. Aloysius 
Academy at Fayetteville, Ohio. | 
Later he attended Assumption) 
High School and Assumption Col-| 
lege in Windsor, Ontario, and re-| 














ceived his Bachelor of Arts De-| 
gree there. He went to the’ 
University of Western Ontario for 
|his Master’s Degree. 


1936—1961 


In 1931-1932 he taught in St. 
Andrew’s Seminary in Rochester. 
In 1932, he entered the novitiate | 
of the Basilian Fathers. 

He was ordained to the Holy| 
Priesthood on September 19, 
1936, by Cardinal McGuigan of 
Toronto. At his first Mass, the | 
deacon was his uncle, Father Eu- | 
gene Cullinane, and the sub-dea | 
con was his uncle, Father Patrick | 
Cullinane. 

Father will spend the actual) 
date of his 25th Anniversary with) 
a similar celebration in the Yu-| 
kon Territory. 

From the years 1936-1939, he) 
studied sociology and economics) 
at the Catholic University in 
Washington. 

In 1939, he was summoned to 
teach at St. Thomas More Col- 
lege, Saskatoon, and stayed there 
until 1941. In the years 1941-1945, 
he was a chaplain with the Royal} 
Canadian Air Force. From 1945- 
1948, he again taught at St. 
Thomas More College, and from 
1948-1949, he was stationed at 
St. Michael’s in Toronto. 

From 1949-1952, he served as a 
principal of Aquinas High School 
in Rochester, New York. In the 
years 1952-1955, he taught econ- 
omics at Assumption College. 

In 1955, with the permission of 
his superiors, he came to Madon- 
na House, and from 1956-61 he 
has been stationed in the Yukon 
Territory. 

On the evening of August 22, a 
sPecial supper was served at Ma- 
donna House and a presentation 
was made in honor of the priest- 
hood by Bob Pelton assisted by 
other members of the staff. 


Mary’s Words 


Fr. Callahan in the semon at 
the Mass chose his text from the 
Office of the Feast of the Immacu- 
late Heart of Mary and the com- 
mentary of the Second Nocturn of 
the Divine Office by St. Berna- 
dine of Siena. He said that St. 
Bernadine had mentioned the 
fact that Our Lady in the Script- 
ures spoke but seven times. 

“To the angel only twice did 
she speak. To Elizabeth also 
twice, and with her Son likewise 
twice—once in the Temple, and 
once at the marriage feast; and 
once to the attendants. And these 
occasions, she spoke very little, 
with one exception. She spoke at 
length in praise of God and 
thanksgiving when she said, ‘My 
soul magnifies the Lord.’ Here she 
did not speak with man but with 
God. “Those seven words were 
spoken in a wonderful degree and 
order according to the seven 
courses and acts of love, as if 
they were seven flames from the 
furnace of her heart.” 

_ Fr. Callahan then said he would 
like to apply these seven words of 
Mary to the priesthood. 

1. “How shall this be, since I 
know not man?” Here Our Lady 
speaks of her vow of virginity. The 
Catholic priest in our Latin Rite 
also vows virginity to God so that 
he may be free for the things of 
God; and, like Our oy and Our 
Lord, render more pleasing service 
to the Almighty. 

Many Fiats 

2. “Behold, the handmaid of the 
Lord, be it done unto me accord- 
ing to Thy word.’ Our Lady’s Fiat. 
We must remember in the spiritu- 
al life that there are many fiats. 
One surrender does not constit- 
me the totality of the spiritual 

e. 

“Our Lady had to say ‘fiat’ to 
the misunderstanding of Joseph, 
to the birth in the cave, to the 
flight into Egypt; to Simeon’s 
words of prophecy, that a sword 
would pierce her heart; to the loss 
of the Child in the temple; to the 








cifixion and death of her Divine 
Son. 

“The priest, like Mary, must be 
prepared to make many surrend- 
ers to the will of God as to times 
and to places. 

3. All that Scripture says here 
is that Mary saluted Elizabeth. 
We do not know what the words 
of the saluation were. All we know 
is their effect. The infant leapt in 
the womb of Elizabeth and was 
sanctified and purified by the 
Visitation of Jesus and Mary. Eliz- 
abeth is inspired, ‘Whence is this 
that the mother of my God should 
come to me?—Blessed art thou 
amongst women and blessed is the 
fruit of thy womb!’ 

“What are the words of saluta- 
tion that Our Lady addresses to 
the soul of each priest? What are 
the words of consolation, of ten- 
derness, protection, counsel, guid- 
ance, advice, warning, time after 
time, in joy and in sorrow, in 
danger and in peace? In wonder 
the priest must also exclaim, 
‘Whence is this that the mother 
of my Lord should come to me?’ 

The Magnificat 

4. ‘My soul doth magnify the 
Lord and He Who is powerful 
hath done great things to me.’ 
This is the most lengthy utter- 


lance of Our Lady—her cancticle 


of praise and adoration and 
thanksgiving to Almighty God. I 
shall return to this point. 

5. ‘Son, why has Thou done so 
to us? Behold, thy Father and I 
have sought Thee sorrowing.’ The 
priest is ordained. He has it made. 
He leaves the seminary. He goes 
into the world. He goes into the 
apostolate. There are many aven- 
ues for his activities. There are 
many opportunities for his zeal. 
He starts to work and work. He 
forgets his morning meditation. 
Gradually he forgets his spiritual 
reading. The time even comes 
when he forgets his daily Rosary. 
He is engrossed in work—labour 
for souls. A hand comes on his 
snoulder and he hears these words 
‘Son, why hast thou done so to 
us? Behold, thy Heavenly Father 
and I have sought thee sorrow- 
ing.’ 

6. ‘They have no wine.’ Wine 
and bread—food and drink. Nou- 
rishment for life, and joy. What 
happens when you have asked for 
bread — and, instead, there are 
stony platitudes? What happens 
when you have asked for wine, 
and there is watery pietism? 
Christ gave wine miraculously at 
the request of Mary. The priest 
must give wine, bread — counsel 
and service . . at the request of 
Mary. 

7. ‘Whatsoever He says to you, 
do ye.’ Can any advice be more 
patent? Whatever indication of 
His will comes to us—persons, 
circumstances, events—as Our 
Lady tells us to do, so do we. 

“In conclusion ‘My soul doth 
magnify the Lord and my spirit 
rejoices in God my Savior because 
He Who is powerful has done 
great things to me.” This is the 
theme and words of any priest. 

“We thank God for the priest- 
hood. We thank God for this 
priest.” 


LOOKS AT BOOKS 


_ Out of the Crucible — “Some 
ideas on the training for the Lay 
Apostolate” by Catherine de Hueck 
Doherty, St. Paul Publications. 
1961. Fifty Cents. Reviewed by 
Matthew A. McKavitt—Read this 
book and you will discover some 
if not most of the reasons why 
the Madonna House Apostolate is 
such a success. 

_ The main reason for the ex- 
istence of this center, the Madon- 
na House Apostolate, is the for- 
mation of souls, the training of 
minds and hearts and bodies— 
now almost one-hundred people— 
to become “fools for Christ’, or 
lay missionaries. 

They have time for talk at Ma- 
donna House. Yet, here they learn 
to work. But, also, they study. To 
thoroughly appreciate this fact 
take a look at the “training pro- 
gramme” which ends this book. 
The training is academic, prac- 
tical, and technical. There is a 
happy combination of spiritual, 
physical, mental and artistic de- 
velopment involved in training 
the lay apostle. 

Mrs. Doherty is a_ practical 
person. She makes Christianity 
practical. Here is wisdom, the 

















wisdom one learns on one’s knees |i 


talking to God. It takes five years 
under this system to become a 
full-fledged lay apostle. Satan has 
little time to work in this dynamic 
center, because there are no idle 
hands, minds, souls, or hearts. 
This book is divided into two 
parts. Part one is titled: “The 
Role of Priests:” Here you will 
see the relationship of the lay 
apostle to the priest. Part Two ex- 
plains the “Training of the Lay 
Apostles.” A corner-stone of the 
lay apostolic life is the simple but 
stunning truth: We must return 
God’s love. As Mrs. Doherty 
states: “Then, Religion, Faith and 
the Apostolate become what they 





death of St. ps to the public 
life of Christ; to the Passion, Cru- 


should be ..what they were 


meant to be .. A LOVE AFFAIR 
BETWEEN GOD AND MAN ... 
AND MAN AND GOD!” 

Mrs. Doherty is a trenchant 
writer. She pulls no punches. She 
clearly sees the need of the times: 
souls, who can enter the market 
place, quietly commune with and 
help the poor and the homeless. 
Mrs. Doherty knows how to revi- 
talize a Christianity that sags 
under the dread weight of sin, 
much of it caused by spiritual 
sloth. This book should be en- 
larged, perhaps bound, and dis- 
played prominently in every Cath- 
olic book store. The Baroness 
knows the layman’s heart and its 
needs. 

Everyman’s Road to Heaven, by 
Rev. Leo. J. Trese, 131 pages, 
$2.95, Fides Publishers Assoc., 
Notre Dame, Indiana. Reviewed by 
Tom Egan. 

A clearly marked, easily read- 
able roadmap to heaven is what 
Fr. Trese has given the public in 
his latest book. In language that 
all can understand, lovingly, 
simply, and concisely, he has giv- 
en us a guide for everyday liv- 
ing, that shows clearly the road 
to heaven, a road that is one of 
love, love for man by God, love 
for God by man. The manner: in 
which we are to return God’s love 
is clearly defined. 

There are no long needless dis- 
cussions or theological terms, the 
meaning of which are beyond the 
ordinary reader. Instead, only the 
| necessary essentials have been 
igiven, and human frailty and 
psychological needs and _prob- 
lems have received proper con- 
sideration. 

That much good will come into 
the world because this book has 
been written there is no doubt. 
For everyone that has at least 
once looked to his final destina- 
tion this book is a must, and it 
should appear on the book shelf 
of every Catholic. 

Secular Institutes, by J. M. Per- 
rin O.P. Kenedy Publishers. Re- 
viewed by Mary C. Rowland. 

Pope Pius XII in 1947 and 1948 
issued two documents establish- 
ing Secular Institutes as a new 
vocation within the Church. Sec- 
ular Institutes are associations of 
lay people who dedicate them- 
selves to God by the three Evan- 
gelical Counsels of Poverty, 
Chastity and Obedience while re- 
maining lay people, exercising 
their apostolate in the world of 
the market-place, the ordinary 
working man. Theirs is a life of 
witnessing to Christ, of “being” 
rather than “doing”. 

The Secular Institute member 
remains very much a member of 
the secular or lay world, working 
at various occupations, concern- 
ing himself with the needs of his 
fellow men, sharing their bur- 
dens, bringing them Christ’s own 
answers. These dedicated people 
offer not ideas or printed matter 
but a tangible example of a 
Christian living the ordinary life 
of the world in a divine manner.” 
We might say that they must be 
an edition of the Gospel, trans- 
lated into living deeds for the 
use of their contemporaries.” 
Their lives must be transformed 
and afire from within, founded on 
love, desirous of leading all men 
to share in Christ’s life. Because 
of this immense love, the Secular 
Institute members seal their dedi- 
cation by living the Evangelical 
counsels. 

There is still some misunder- 
standing concerning Secular In- 
stitutes. Fr. Perrin has given us a 
succinct explanation of various 
aspects of this new form of dedi- 
cated life, using the two Papal 
documents as the basis for his 
discussion. The author shows 
clearly that this dedicated life is 
led out of Charity. It is not a re- 
jection of the Religious Life but 
a new inspiration of the Holy 
Spirit, a new form of Love espec- 
ialy suited to our times. 

The book is written for those 
who understand the technical, 
canonical language of vows, 
states of perfection etc. And it 
was apparently this group -the 
author hoped to reach—to help 
them build a new pigeon-hole in 
which to classify Secular Instit- 
utes, which do not fit into the 
usual, standard ones. For the 
ordinary layman however, espec- 
ially for the young person inter- 
ested in the vocation but unex- 

osed to such a vocabulary, some 
urther clarifications would be 
needed. The complete Papal docu- 
ments are included for those wish- 
ing the original source — which 
actualy is, of course, the Holy 
Spirit once a: manifesting 
His great diversity of Love. 














TIME TO ORDER YOUR - 
CHRISTMAS CARDS... 
MADONNA HOUSE STANDS 
READY TO SERVE YOU .. 
ORDER ANY AMOUNT YOU 
WISH. NO SET FEE FOR 
SAME... PAY WHAT YOU 
“WANT TO... YOUR PAY- 
MENT WILL BE A DONA- 
TION TO OUR APOSTO- 
LATE. 




















DEVELOPMENTS 
OF SKILLS 


By Jose De Vinck 











All animals are perfectible: they 
develop instinctively according to 
nature’s plan. Some may learn 
tricks from man, or may be train- 
ed to perform useful tasks. Man, 
as an animal is perfectible in the 
line of his own nature. As ra- 
tional, he is responsible for the 
choice of the direction in which 
he will seek to perfect himself. 

The variety and elasticity of 
the human body and mind are 
amazing: many skills seem in- 
credible to the unskilled. Take for 
instance the feats of Olympic 
champions, and of the record- 
holders in every field of human 
activity. Think also of the skills 
of highly trained medical doc- 
tors, scientists, industrial lead- 
ers. But do not forget the skills 
of the soul: the skills of poets, 
mystics, and saints. 

How is a skill acquired? By 
dedication and prolonged effort. 
The champion goes daily through 
gruelling hours of training: the 
intellectual is never through 
with his studies; the mystic never 
slackens his search for God. 

But here is the crucial point, 
the point in which all things are 
related to the “crux’’, the Cross 
of Jesus Christ. What good will 
it do to the world to develop 
enough skill to become World 
Champion Golfer, or the Greatest 
Businessman of all times, if one 
is not also a Saint? 

There is nothing wrong in ath- 
letic or intellectual endeavour as 
such, but the modern error is to 
have made it a goal for total ded- 
ication while disregarding the fact 
that it is only a means to man’s 
spiritual end. A champion may be 
a saint, and a businessman an 
advanced mystic: but he must 
have seen all things in due pro- 
portion, and have made once and 
for all the choice of direction of 
his perfectibility, according to the 
order of reason, placing his search 
for God before all else. 








WORD To 
Our Mother 


By Bob Pelton 











Mother, 

We love you. We have not heard 
the songs 

You’ve sung to us, nor seen the 
tears j 

You’ve wept for us, nor touched 
the arms 

That held us. But we have tasted 
the Bread 

That you have made for us, and 
we live. 


Mother, 

You love us. We have laughed, 
and you 

Have laughed with us. We have 
wept 

And you have wept with us, We 
are hungry, 

And you feed us, homeless and 
you house us, 

Sick and in prison and you visit 


us, 

Naked and you clothe us, lonely 
and afraid 

And you sPeak to us, and we hear. 


Mother , 

We have not loved. We have sin- 
ned, and 

You love us. We have hated, and 
you love us. 

We have loved darkness, and you 
have brought 

Us te e have relished pain, 
an ou have given us ‘ 

We love you. 7 = 


Mother, 

We are dead. Our hearts are stone 
_and our bones 

Like ice. Our flesh rots away, and 
we are dust. 

But you love us, and because with 
your Bread 

You feed us, and with your word 
you speak 

To us, and in your love you hold 


We wake and live. Because you are 
our 

Mother, we know Who is our 
Father, and we 

Know who we have become. 


sores, 

e love you. You have 

everything. ons 

Now we know who we have 
become: we are children 

Of the Father and brothers of 
Your Son. Pray 

As we die in Him 
live in Him, 

That we may give the Father 
everything 

And the world everything. Pray 
for us sinners, 

Mother, now at the hour of our 
death. 

We love you. 


that we may 
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Life in Our First 
Foreign Mission 


By Mamie Legris 











Now that the long nights 
have arrived here in the 
Far North, and dragged the chill 
short gray days with them, and 
now that most of the summer peo- 
ple have gone south, Mamie Legris 
has time to recollect some of the 
bright moments she spent in the 
West Indies. Mamie, local direc- 
tor of our Maryhouse, in the 
Yukon, went to Carriacou with 
Trudi Cortens and Merite Lang- 
lois. Elsie Whitty, one of our nurs- 
es, who had spent a year in Lon- 
don preparing herself, met them 
in Grenada, where Bishop Field 
has his see. It was 40 above in Ot- 
tawa, on April 30, the feast of St. 
Catherine of Siena when Mamie, 
Trudi and Merite took the air. It 
was 75 at Bermuda a few hours 
later. It was 85 at Barbados, where 
they spent the night. It was just 
as warm the next day in Grenada. 
But the girls — four now — were 
in too much of a hurry to start 
the mission to pay any attention 
to the heat. As Mamie puts ¢t. 

On a Wednesday morning we} 
were up bright and early, for | 
everything starts early in the) 
West Indies, and began shopping. 
We had to buy everything to fur- 
nish our new home, and we plan- 
ned to leave Grenada for Car- 
riacou on Saturday. The stores 
needed a little time to pack and 
crate our purchases, for these 
would get quite a shaking up on 
the boat. 

I think we beat all records for 
women making up their minds. 
I am sure the local people were 
quite amused to see us hurrying 
from store to store at break-neck 
speed doing our buying. We were 
the only people who were in a 
hurry. Even the _ sales ladies 
breathed sighs of relief when we 
left after giving them, in a hurry, 
a long list of our needs or having 
them pull out all the material or 
dishes in their stores while we 
made up our mind. 

We had several meetings with 
Dr. Alexis, the Chief Medical Of- 
ficer who would be Elsie’s super- 
visor, many talks with His Lord- 
ship, Bishop Field, and many 
many questions to ask our host- 
ess, kind and experienced Mother 
Vincent. We really had three busy 
days in St. George’s but Saturday 
at noon when the schooner, the 
Faithful Star, was ready to leave 
we were ready too. 

Tired Enough To Sleep 

The five-hour trip on the 
schooner was enjoyable, if not too 
comfortable. A schooner has two 
masts and an engine. The Faith- 
ful Star also had a small cabin 
which we carefully avoided: So, 
protected by big straw hats, and 
tucked away under the sails for 
further protection from the Car- 
ibbean sun, we made the last 
fifty miles of our trip to our island 
home. We reached Hillsborough 
about sunset and were met at 
the wharf by Fr. Francis, the 
Dominican priest who takes care 
of the island, and many of the 
parishioners who came to welcome 





us. 
Actually the arrival of the boat 
is the main excitement there, and 
everyone comes to the wharf for 
the occasion. So, that night there 
were many people, some who came 
to get their freight off the boat, 
some to welcome friends, and 
many just to watch the events. 
Our house was only half a block 
from the wharf, so instead of tak- 
ing our small luggage and boxes 
on a truck, our kind new neigh- 
bors just carried them to the 
house. A truck took the bigger 
things. Only a certain amount of 
freight was unloaded that even- 
ing, for darkness came on fast. 
Fortunately our beds were un- 
loaded and some of the men came 
over and set them up for us. Mrs. 
Mends, a very kind neighbor 
whom we met next day, sent us| 
over some food for supper. Fr. 
Francis gave us a couple of lamps, 
for we had no electricity. We fared 
very well that night. It was so 
warm that we needed no bed- 
clothes and of course we didn’t 
unpack the sheets. Everyone was 
glad enough just to get to bed. 


Those Slow Pancakes 


Very interesting days followed. 
We had ordered a propane stove 
which caught up with us two 
weeks later. In the meantime we 
cooked on a coal pot. Cecilia, a 
neighbor, showed us how to light 
it . . by lighting a rag soaked in 
kerosene and piling the coal all 
over it. Before going to mass in 
the morning we would light the 
coal pot on the back veranda, put 
the kettle on. When we got home 
from church the water would be 
boiling for our coffee. We found 
this method of heating so poor 
that we did little except heat 
water on it. Trudi got very brave 


supper one night. It was a slow 
rocess, and we were glad the 
ay our stove arrived. 

Our kerosene frigidaire came 
a couple of weeks later. In the 
meantime we had purchased a 
small pop cooler, in an effort to 
keep our butter from oe. It 
was next to impossible to get any 
ice, and we practically begged a 
few trays of ice every morning to 
cool the container a little. All our 
water had to be boiled and then 
cooled .. It never did get cooled, 
for we drank it warm, never hav- 
ing enough ice to make any im- 
pression on it. We had brought 
a few cans of Scotch ice along 
with us from Canada but the few 
places that had frigdes hadn’t 
enough frost to freeze the liquid. 


It was a happy day when the 
fridge arrived. The man who in- 
stalled it, didn’t do it right. So 
Trudi, who is quite a mechanic, 
undertook to do it herself. She 
had Marite read from the Manual 
while she carried out the instruc- 
tions, and lo and behold it worked 
perfectly afterwards. Let me as- 
sure my readers that many fer- 
vent prayers of thanksgiving were 
said for the kind benefactors of 
Our Lady of the Islands the day 
we had the first cold water from 
the frigidaire! 

Not for all the money in the 


| world would we have missed the 
|experience of cooking on the coal| 


pot, and being without refrigera- 
tion. I know that wherever and 
whenever we talk of the pioneer 
days in Carriacou the four of us 
will always have some _ good 
laughs about these little incon- 
veniences. We were glad to have 
just a little taste of hardship, | 
and I think everyone took it 
beautifully and joyfully. Carria- 
cou wouldn’t have been half so 
much fun if the stove and fridge 
had come on the boat with us on 
May 6. 


A New Chapel 


His Lordship had given us per- 
mission to have a chapel in our 
house and made us a gift of a 
small ciborium. Our first ambi- 
tion was, of course, to get a room 
ready for the chapel, and to get 
an altar made. Mahogany is one 
of the local woods, so we decided 
to have a mahogany altar. What 
could be nicer? One of our bene- 
factors in the USA was going to 
donate a tabernacle, but until it 
arrived we were going to borrow 
one from Fr. Francis. We made a 
bargain with Mr. Charles, a local 
joiner who did wonderful work, to 
make the altar. We gave him all 
the instructions and asked him 
Bishop Field was coming to Car- 
to make it as fast as possible for 
riacou in two weeks and we would 
like very much to have the first 
Mass in our chapel while he was 
in the village. 

Mr. Charles was a delightful 
man and we just loved visiting 
him in his simple workshop. We 
enjoyed his unusual expressions 
and tried to remember them. We 
visited him very often, for we 
knew it was one way to get the 
altar made. When he had a bit 
done he would send for us to look 
at it. The man who brought the 
message would say, “Mr. Charles 
would like you to turn de corner.” 
That meant he wanted us to go to 
his shop and observe the work 
done. He was dying to make a 
fancy altar and sent for us sev- 
eral times to ask if he could “turn 
de legs.” We told him we wanted 
it very simple with just ordinary 
table legs.” “Turnin’ de legs” 
would mean another delay and 
we were in a hurry. 

The First Mass 

The altar was finished two 
days before His Lordship left. The 
Bishop said we needed a platform 
for the altar, and we hadn’t an 
idea where we would get a car- 
penter to build it. Trudi asked Mr. 
Charles’ son, George, if he would 
do it. They did such specialized 
work that we hated to ask them 
to do such a simple job. But 
George agreed to do it. 

We had an hour before the 
stores closed on a Saturday after- 
noon to get the lumber. Geor 
worked until he had the platform 
finished and we were certainly 
grateful to him. When Bishop 
Field visited us on a Sunday, we 
showed him our chapel. We had 
an altar, a borrowed tabernacle, 
and a ciborium . . that was all. 
His Lordship said, “Well, the only 
time I could say Mass for you 
would be tomorrow evening at 5 
e’clock.” 

That was all we wanted. Next 
morning we borrowed everything 
else from Fr. Francis and at 5 p.m. 
we had the first Mass in our chap- 
el... a pontifical Mass, and Bene- 
diction afterwards. Our Lord had 
come to live with us in Hillsbor- 
ough! 

Our first sanctuary lamp was 
a storm lantern; but. later on 
Trudi was able to get a very small 
kerosene lamp which looked a 
little better. You can be sure the 
intentions of the Charles family 
will always be remembered in the 
chapel, for without them we 
would never have had the first 





near the end of the second week 
and made some pancakes for 


Anglican. 
about it as we were, and he was 

While we were in the furniture 
business we asked our good join- 
er to build us a couple of mahog- 
any desks, for they were as cheap 
as ones made out of - masonite. 
I’m afraid they didn’t progress as 
fast as the altar. I must have ap- 
pointed myself to visit the Charles 
workshop and try to hurry things 
along. I made it a point not to 
come right out point blank and 
But my friends always knew why 
ask how things were progressing. 
I came. 

Some Day Surely 

Usually after shaking hands, 
for that is a custom in the West 
Indies, he would say, “We are 
rippin de boards, and soon will 
have enough to do the two desks, 
then we are practically finished.” 
The mahogany wood was in big 
blocks and it was quite a process 
to saw them into boards. Of 
course no one hurried much. But 
last time I heard from Trudi, she 
still had not received the desks. 
One surely gets used to waiting 
in the West Indies. But as Mr. 
Charles would say: ‘Please God, 
we will get them some day.” 

We had great difficulty in un- 
derstanding the people. Although 
we all spoke English, we didn’t 
know what the other was saying. 
|The first morning I heard two 
old ladies greeting each other 
after Mass. Of course they shook 
hands. One said, “And how is this 
| mornin”? Her friend answered, 
i“And so and so.” The Catholic 
people called us “Sister”; the 
Protestants didn’t call us any- 
thing, but always spoke pleasant- 
ly. I have never met such lovable 
people. They welcomed us genu- 
inely, were most friendly. And al- 
though so many were utterl 
poor, they still brought us gifts of 
bread, coconuts, eggs, fruit, fish. 
One little girl whom Elsie had 
treated at the clinic was so grate- 
ful she brought Elsie her pet hen 
for a gift. The last I heard the 
staff had received three more hens 
as gifts. 

Larry was a boy from a poor 
family. Yet when Trudi offered 
him a tip for bringing some 
freight from the boat, he refused 
to take it, and said he would be 
glad to meet the boat every time 
it came and bring any boxes over 
to Our Lady of the Islands for the 
girls. 





And An Auto 

God was good to provide us 
with a small English car for Elsie 
and Marite to use. The Island is 
very hilly, and as the weather is 
so hot it leaves one in a rather 
debilitated state. Much walking 
would certainly result in the 
staff’s efficiency being much re- 
duced. They drive on the left side 
of the road, so it was necessary 
to get some practice before we got 
out and tried to drive with the 
other 27 cars on the island. 

The first morning Marite and I 
went out at six o’clock to prac- 
tice. We thought there would be 
no one on the roads. We were so 
wrong! The roads are just wide 
enough for an English car and 
when you pass people, you are 
afraid of running over their toes. 
I think every man, woman, child, 
hen, goat, turkey, and dog was 
out that morning. They had never 
seen a woman driving before, and 
when Marite passed or met them 
they froze in their tracks and said, 
“A Woman”! 

I have never seen such a parch- 
ed land. Last year in the Wet Sea- 
son very little rain fell. Their 


water tanks were not full. The 
government has _ large reservoirs 
to catch the rain which comes 
from the eaves. It is the only 
“fresh” water on the island. At 
our house we had two tanks, but 
both were leaking. Trudi would 
have to get them repaired before 
the rains began. The poor went 
to the government tanks every 
morning, and considered them- 
selves lucky to get a pail of water 
for their day’s needs. Some of the 
neighboring islands had even less 
water. 

In spite of the lack of water I 


&°| have never seen such clean people. 


Their clothes were clean; their 
clothes were gay; you never 
imagined they were so poor. No 
one complained. They just con- 
tinued going to Mass and the 
various church devotions, and 
asked God to send rain so that 
they could begin to plant their 
crops. We were grateful to have 
the Caribbean Sea just across the 
street from us. Each afternoon a 
swim was part of our schedule, 
and a pleasant one it was. 

My six weeks in the tropics 
came to an end too soon. I think 
I left part of my heart in Carria- 
cou. I envied those who could stay 
there. I have lots of pleasant 
memories of the people, their 
kindness, their strange expres- 
sions, their generosity, their sim- 

licity, and their wonderful faith. 

will never forget them. Life 
there will not be easy for our staff 
to adjust to, but the people will 
certainly compensate for the dif- 
ficulties of the new climate, cus- 
toms, etc. I am sure life in our 
first foreign mission will be most 





mass on May 22. 1 think Mr. 
Charles was almost as happy 


interesting and fruitful. 


crops were a failure, and their|— 





I CLARIFY. . 


By Catherine Doherty 











The burning question these 
days is the question of the Lay 
Apostolate. True, it has come of 
age. But it is still young and still 
growing and a thousand questions 
are being asked ABOUT it. The 
Lay Apostolate itself, from within, 
is constantly searching its con- 
science, trying to find the right 
‘answers, the right techniques, 
the right ways to the one task 
it has been commissioned to un- 
dertake. 

Commissioned by the Church .. 
commissioned by the Popes—the 
task of re-baptizing, 
man and his institutions in a 
word, THE WORLD TO CHRIST. 
Part of this lay apostolic func- 
tion, work or duty, is also the es- 
itablishing of a dialogue between 
| East and West on the level of the 
‘grass roots . . On the level of or- 
dinary men and women who com- 
'pose both the Lay Apostolate and 
those whom the Lay Apostolate is 
desirous to serve. 


Look to the East 


For in truth, the Lay Apostolate 
was born in the West. Yet today, 
it faces the East, as men and wo- 
men have never faced this great 
divide before. Seasoned mission- 
aries who have spent a life-time 
in the missions of the East, seem 
ito have no direct teachings or 
‘answers to give to the lay mis- 
isionaries who come to them in 
|search of these. 
| Seasoned missionaries who have 
'given almost all of their lives to 
ithe missions, have seen their 
lwhole world and work crumble 
| beneath their feet. Those whom 
|they have brought up from child- 
hood, practically in the Faith, 
for whom they have led their lives, 
are now leaders in the vast 
stretches of Africa, India and oth- 
er Eastern countries, but leaders 





of Communism! 
Nuns and priests alike have to 


missionaries that they are. In all 
their approaches, from liturgy . . 
dispensaries . . schools to music, 
nothing is stable . . all is in up- 
heaval. The Lay Missionary must 
seek his answers in trial and er- 
ror, finding them painfully, slow- 
ly, for he deals with a world in 
| turmoil. 

West is still West and East is 
still East . . 
have come together, physically 
speaking, and though the East 
accepts still the help of the West, 
unless both begin to understand 
¢ach other as brothers do, no 
dialogue, and no Lay Apostolate, 
will be possible. 





Intellect Plus Heart 
But to understand one another, 


they must love one another. To 
love one another, they must 
know one another. And here 
East and West seem to part com- 
pany. The West and its Lay 
Apostolate still thinks in terms 
of mass conversion and mass 
help. In all the lay apostolic 
gatherings one hears much about 
“world vision” “community re- 
habilitation”, and the need for 
academic, professional, lay for- 
mation on an “extremely high 
level.” 

The West, it seems, approaches 
the East still on an intellectual 
basis, which, of course, is a very 
good basis to approach it with, 
provided the h is not left out. 

The East still lives by its heart. 
To it still, the soul, the anima, is 
more important than anything 
else. It refuses still TO LIVE BY 
BREAD ALONE, as we have al- 
most succeeded in doing in the 
West. We live by bread and ser- 
vices, these days, most of the time. 

Long ago and far away, when 
my mother was a young woman 
studying music in the Conserva- 
tory of Petrograd, she used every 
spring to hire herself out to the 
peasants in Russia, in what to- 
day would be called the “back 





restoring|. . . 


of the opposition . . of atheism . .| 


re-examine themselves, seasoned | 


and though the two 


bush”. She received for a summer 
of hard work, $2 and a pair of 
shoes! 

Study at Night 

She did the hard manual labor 
expected of a hired girl on a pea- 
sant farm. But because she knew 
“letters” meaning reading and 
writing (she never revealed ex- 
actly who she was) the busy 
farmers and their wives and 
children, found time at night to 
gather around her and study. 

Because she was the daughter 
of a doctor, and had picked up 
much of what today would be 
called practical nursing, she pas- 
sed her knowledge to those people, 
intimating that she had worked 
for a doctor and picked these 
things up. 

At no time did they consider 
her a “bourgeois or an aristocrat” 
someone above them. They 
thought of her as someone of 
their own, who just had lucky 
breaks of good employment in 
the winter. She succeeded in iden- 
tifying herself with those people 
completely, AND FROM WITHIN; 
AS IT WERE, BECAUSE OF HER 
TREMENDOUS LOVE FOR 
THEM .. SHE BROUGHT THEM 
WHAT THEY SO HUNGERED 
FOR .. KNOWLEDGE. 

She was not alone in the Russia 
|of those far-away days. She was 
|one of thousands of young people 
who might never have heard of 
the Lay Apostolate, organized and 
|framed, but who went into the 
more distant and hidden parts of 
our immense land, to bring knowl- 
edge, because they loved God and 
their fellow man. 














Rich and Poor 

Monsignor Sheen once tried to 
explain the difference between 
East and West, for the Russians 
have an affinity with the Indians 
of India, the Africans, the Chi- 
nese, and the Japanese. He gave 
an example on the T.V. 

He showed a house in which on 
the upper floor lived a well-to-do 
family, and in the basement, a 
destitute one. He showed that 
house first in the West, which in- 
cluded, he said the North Ameri- 
can continent. There, the well-te- 
do family saw to it that the poor 
family in the basement had 
enough to eat, and was warmly 
clothed with cast offs. They called 
on the proper social agencies “to 
take it from there’’. 

Then Msgr. Sheen transferred 
|the house, as it were, to Russia, 
/and explaining the “soul of Rus- 
sia, went on to show that the 
Russians would attend TO ALL 
THE NEEDS OF THE POOR 
FAMILY IN THE BASEMENT, 
SO MUCH SO, THAT PRETTY 
SOON THEY WOULD BE POOR!) 
THEMSELVES AND MOVE IN 
WITH THE POOR FAMILY IN 
THE BASEMENT, SHARING! 





MISERY. 
So Little — So Much a 

Then Msgr. Sheen proceeded to} 
try to explain why the Russians 
woud do this strange and seem- 
ingly illogical thin.g. I don’t think 
he did a very good job on that. 
At least his audience did not un- 
derstand it. For the family with 
whom I watched the TV, were 
absolutely bewildered, tho’ they 
were Catholics and good ones at 
that. 

Perhaps because I am Russian, 
and have an affinity with that 
“sort of foolishness for Christ’s 
sake”, I am unable to see ONLY 
ACADEMIC, PROFESSIONAL 
FORMATION, AND EFFICIENCY 
. ... aS the be-all and end-all, the 
panacea for the world’s ills. 

I would say that in terms of 
western spirituality, I understand 
best the methods of Charles de 
Foucald and his little Brothers 
and Little Sisters who ‘‘do so 
little” AND ACHIEVE SO MUCH! 

I differ from them in the ac- 
cent of our vocation. For that is 
how it came to me from the Lord. 
I too feel that the Lay Apostle 
should be a contemplative, but our 
vocation is also one of social and 
personal action. And this I stand 
ready to do, using all GOOD tools, 
including professional and aca- 
demic training of the highest or- 
der, but on one condition only. . 
that this be brought to our breth- 
ren in need—with grave humility, 
with a tremendous caritas, in ut- 
ter peace of heart and honesty, 
without trying to change them 
into Westerners. And above all, 
with a spirit of deep atonement 
for the sins of our forefathers, 
and of yesterdays! 

That is how I would go to the 
missions, both at home and 
abroad in the Lay Apostolate of 
Madonna House today. 








THEIR POVERTY AND THEIR} 


SUGAR and SALT 


This is a letter written by a 
Madenna House staff worker to 
her brother, following her first 
assignment to a field-house: 
My dear brother, Barely am I be- 
iginning to taste the sugar and 
jthe salt of Christ’s apostolate— 
jand yet I do thirst for more and 
more of this. 

In my weakness, even small 
amounts of His salt slow me down. 
And yet, soon after, always He 
feeds me His sugar (far more 
than my portion of sugar). 

Please pray that I may thirst 
for souls; even more, pray that 
this thirst might come from hav- 
ing tasted more and more of His 
salt. If so, truly then this would 
become a pure, self-less, God-filled 
thirst; this would be Christ to- 
tally filling—no, flooding — His 
instrument, His apostle — Your 
sister. 




















| Price of an Apple 
| May put up a Chapel 











Our building plans keep chang- 
ing; 

|And this year we are arranging 

|To add onto our house another 

room. 

|Of a chapel we keep dreaming. 

|"Tis the MUST in all our schem- 

| ing, 

\If we ever hope to make this 
desert bloom. 


We have dreams and plans 
aplenty 

But our bank account is empt 

It is sad that money’s such a 
concern. 

So before we hire workers 

We must know we won’t be shirk- 
ers. 

Can we pay our honest debts? 
This we must learn. 


big 





Lumber, roofing, windows, doors, 

| Nails and paint, and tile for 
floors. 

All of these are on the list of 
things we need. 

We would ask that you be gen- 
erous 

Do you have these things to send 
us? 

Please remember, it is in His name 
we plead. 


| 
} 


We'll take five or we’ll take fifty, 

Or a dime that sparkles nifty— 

When it’s given cheerfully for 

love of God. 

JUST A PENNY’S NOT TOO 
LITTLE, 


For God’s grace will be the spittle 

That will turn it into hundreds 
for the job. 

If you do, you have His Word, 

That your debtor is the Lord 

Who'll repay with unmeasured 
Love and He 


On that fearful Judgment Day, 
Will look at you and say, 


“What you did for them, you truly 
did for ME!” 

Please help us to give Him a 
home, in our home??? 











Prayer for 
Little Ones 


Matthew A. McKavitt 











O My dear Jesus! 
I love you, 


O My Dear Jesus! 
I thank you, 


O My Dear Jesus! 
I am sorry, 


O My dear Jesus! 
Help me. 








Blessed Martins 


Goodbye, little house 

May my own house be blest 
For the week that I spent 

In this haven of rest. 











May my hands be more quick 
And my heart be more true 
For the hours that I sp@nt here 
With nothing to do. 


And may God grant this cottage 
Abundance of grace 

For the shelter it gave me— 

Its quiet and peace. 


Blessed Martin, protect us 
Who now travel far 

And bless this dear household 
Wherever they are! 
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The 
Family Apostolate 


by Rev. John T. Callahan 











“It is very confusing and dis- 
turbing to a child to have his 
parents say “no” one day and 
“yes” the next day to the very 
same request. Children can’t build 
up firm, steady self-control when 
parents dont give them steady 
guides to go by. If Billy is scold- 
ed one day for smearing up the 
living room rug with his paints, 
then he should be scolded the 
next time he does it. And if Sally 
has been allowed freedom about 
her mealtimes, it is a mistake to 
try to force her into a rigid 
schedule all at once. 

“As children try to make sense 
out of the world, they need cer- 
tainties they can hang on to. 
Since they can’t puzzle things out 
by themselves, they look to their 
parents for explanations and 
guides which they can then adopt 
as their own. 


Blow Hot Blow Cold 


“When Mother tells Tommy: 
“Don’t play with Billy because 
he’s too rough,” he has a guide 


There are many households 
that have old-fashioned good 
wholesome recipes for bread 
made out of whole wheat. We have 
the grain. We have the grinding 
machines. But we need good bread 
recipes. For that kind of flour is 
heavier than the kind sold these 
days, and none of the modern 
cookbooks deals with that kind of 
flour. Speaking of recipes, maybe 
some of our friends know how to 
make sweet cider out of apples, 
and hard cider too. We would be 
glad to get their recipes. In fact 
we are frankly beggars for old- 
fashioned recipes of any kind 
these days. We have decided to 
turn the clock back, since we are 
at the farm, and make our own 
cheese, butter and bread. Natur- 
ally we would like to make a col- 
lection of old-time recipes—when 
no one knew anything about 
adulteration of food by chemical 
fertilizers, and dangerous chem- 
ical sprays, not to mention chem- 
you? Please address all recipes to 
ical preservatives, and what have 
me personally: Catherine Doherty, 
Madonna House, Combermere, 
Ontario, Canada. 

Cold chisels of all types and 
sizes are much needed by our 
workshop and our rock shop. Oil 
paints for fine art painting would 
be most welcome for our recrea- 
tional department. And if you 





to go by. When Daddy tells him 
‘Don’t run into the streets be- 
cause you'll get hurt,’ he has an- 
other guide to go by. When teach-| 
er tells him: ‘It’s friendly to say 
‘good morning,’ this gives him 
another cue. And so, with the help 
of parents and other adults, the 
confusion gets straightened out 
and Tommy feels safe and secure. 

“But, if instead of consistent 
guidance, he gets contradictory 
signals and _ blow-hot-blow-cold 
discipline, he’ll become mixed up 
and feel threatened, insecure and 
tense. 

“Wiliam, eight years old, and 
his brother Glenn, eleven, were a 
puzzle to their teachers. William, 
with an I.Q. just a little over av- 
erage, was a very good student. 
Glenn, whose I.Q. was far above 
average, was a miserable student. 
The boys were markedly different 
in their personalities, too. The 
younger boy was a happy, confi- 
dent, adventurous lad. His broth- 
er was shy, apologetic, and gen- 
erally unsure of himself. The ex- 
planation for this puzzle, it was 
later learned, lay in the differ- 
ent bringing-up these boys had 
gotten. 

Now Young—Now Old 


have an old sewing machine that 


|works and that you don’t need,}| 
treadle or hand, we would be very | 
happy to have it for our adult| 


education sewing school. 

Can anybody give us any in- 
formation on candle making, the 
old-fashioned type of hand-dipped 
candles as well as the modern 
types? We have an apiary, and 
wax, and we would like to make 
our own candles. If anyone knows 
of books (first hand or second 
hand), please let us know the 
titles, so we can purchase them— 
books on candle making I mean. 

In the old days, people made 
candy out of apples and a lot of 
food that used to be growing 
around the farm. We would like to 
have those recipes too. And if 
anybody has ideas about drying 
flowers and weed handicraft, we 
would like to hear from them. You 
see I have recipes and old-fashion- 
ed ideas on my mind. 

St. Paul’s is the latest addition 
to our family of Madonna House 
cottages. True, we stretched the 
point a little—he was a tent-mak- 
er! But who wove the material 
for the tents? So we called our 
new weaving addition after the 








“When Glenn was born, his par- 
ents were young, inexperienced 
and uncertain about how to bring 
up a child. So they took the best 
advice they could get. Some 
friends told them to be strict. 
Others told them to be permis- 
sive. Instead of adopting one of 
these two formulae and sticking 
to it, they used both and mixed 
them up. As a result, Glenn was 
never sure about what was going 
to happen next. Behavior which 
brought him a tolerant smile one 
day, got him a spanking the next. 
As a result he became confused 
and unsure of himself, and held 
back from getting into anything 
about which he was not absol- 
utely sure. This attitude carried 
over to his school work and kept 
his performance at a low level. 

“When William was born, the 
parents had gotten themselves 
straightened out, and their at- 


great Apostle to the Gentiles. 


both floor and table looms—are 
all in place, and we have all the 
weaving accessories. But if you 
have linen thread, wool, in fact 
any kind of thread whatsoever, in 
any color — but of the weaving 
weight—we would be delighted to 
get same! 

Fall is upon us and all files and 
drawers have to be cleaned. That 
is where most precious recipes are 
kept; so we are hoping the fall 
cleaning will be our windfall. 





LOVE LETTER 
(Continued from Page 1) 
against the fading splendor of 

the nearest cloud. 

The girls polished the grounds. 
They packed and wrapped the 
picnic things and the food that 
was left over. They threw dirt 
and sand on the dying fire. The 





titude toward the second child 
was much different. From the be- 
ginning they handled his discip- 
line with firmness and consisten- 
cy, and this was reflected in his 
own feelings of certainty and con- 
fidence about everything, includ- 
ing school.” 

(Reprinted with permission 


from: Master Your Tensions and| 9 


Enjoy Living Again, by Stevenson 
and Milt, Publishers Prentice Hall 








One Man’s Scrap is 
Another Man’s Gold 


By Catherine 











St. Stephen’s Rock shop is doing 
very well, so far as raw material 
is concerned; for our part of Can- 
ada is rich in rocks and minerals. 
We have lovely rose quartz. Beryl 
is available, and quartz crystals, 
as well as smoky crystals. And 
feldspar in gorgeous colors, green, 
pink and iridescent hues. But now 
comes in the question that per- 
haps some of our good friends can 
answer. I would like to hear from 
them. Do they know of “rock 
hounds” and  lapidaris’” who 
want to buy the raw material? 

I would glad to get names 
and addresses. And perhaps some 
of our friends would send me the 
wholesale prices for such rocks 
and minerals; in fact for all kinds 
of rocks and minerals. For our 
mission in Pakistan, to which we 
are going to go in the not too dis- 
tant future, needs funds to get 
us there..And all the profits we 
get from St. Stephen’s Rock Shop, 
Madonna House, will go toward 


punch was emptied into the ash- 
es. The ashes hissed at this in- 
dignity, and died. The picnic was 
over. The farewells were over. If 
there were any tears, they 
sparkled in the dying light like 
sO many precious stones. 

All this was a long time ago, 
Lord, even if it was only a year 


go. 
But this time it is Father Paul 
and I who are going away; who 
must say goodbye to Madonna 
House, and everybody in it and 
around it; and who must take 
with us, even to Your Holy Land, 
more varieties of beauty than we 
can count! 


The looms our friends sent us— 


I have been much in the woods 
these last days; not exactly say- 
ing goodbye, but rather taking) 
leave of everything. It would be| 
idiotic to say goodbye to every 
tree, every rock, every favorite 
place in the woods. I shall not 
miss them very much. There are| 
trees and rocks and hills in Eu-| 
rope. 

Be Seeing You 

Yet there was a sense of sad- 
ness in me as I came away; and 
a sense of wonder. I wonder if 
You ever took Jesus through the 
woods around Nazareth when He 
was a boy. I am told there were 
forests there then. I wonder if He 
ever went hunting mushrooms 
with You, or went out to pick up 
various kinds of rocks. I wonder 
if He ever saw anything so beau- 
tiful as our woods in Autumn. 

The woods are still green, God; 
but here and there one can see a 
bit of color. The wild asters are 
here. The golden rod is fading. 
The fire weeds, that blazed so 
beautifully a week or so ago, are 
dead or dying—and where their 
flame was, there is now only silk- 
en tufts of down, shiny gray or 
white. One thinks of the pin 
feathers on the scrawny neck of 
a chicken—or of smoke wreaths 
spiraling up out of a snuffed-out 
candle. 

I shall miss the great parade of 





the autumn leaves. But who 
cares? 
We shall be in Europe — per- 


|haps even in Jerusalem or Beth- 
\lehem or Nazareth—when Your| 
ifriends read this column. You) 
will still be with us. The people of| 
|Madonna House will be with us| 
‘too. And so will a great many| 
| others. 
| One of the beautiful “farewell 
presents” You gave me, I will 
|keep, I think, forever. That is the 


'bracelet You put on my wrist the 


‘other day in the woods. 


| 


| 





School of Spiders 


I was hunting mushrooms, 
walking through the poplar 
groves, parting clumps of ferns, 
making sure whether there was 
nothing hidden under the leaves 
and the fangs of the blackberry 
canes, when I plunged through 
a silent strand some spider had 
stretched between two yearling 
trees. I didn’t see the strand, for 
the light wasn’t on it, but I felt 
it distinctly because it touched 





ly against me, from ear to sweat- 
ing ear. 

I made an attempt to brush it 
off. As I raised my right hand to 
do so, a slanting ray of sun fell 
on my wrist. And there I saw Your 
gift—a dozen or more exquisitely 
carved little spiders! 

I don’t think anybody else, man, 
woman, or child, ever wore—even 
as briefly as I did—so lovely a 
bracelet. 

Before I could realize what a 
precious gift this was, the spiders 
had scampered away from me, 
down the silken strand I had so 
clumisly torn from its moorings. 
They went faster than boys rush- 


schools, Lord? Do _ they learn 
weaving there? And _ keeping 
their traps shut? And how to 
greet guests—even flies? 

God. they are still on my wrist 
—a memento of Your love, and 
surely one of the most beautiful 
things You could give me. 

We are in Your hands, Lord, 
Father Paul and I. We are not spi- 
ders scurrying across Your wrist, 
but if either of us can give You 
as much joy as those tiny crea- 
tures gave me, we shall feel that 
we have LIVED! 





With much love, Your Eddie. 


my face. It pressed ever so light-| 


ing out of school. Do spiders have | 


Christmas is 
Around the Corner 


A few more weeks and we will 
be all preparing for Christmas. At 
Madonna House, these prepara- 
tions begin early, for there are 
many little red schools lost in the 
big forests around here and their 
children are eagerly waiting for 
that holy season. And wonder- 
ing if the Christ-Child will bring 
them something. 

They need so many things! But 
perhaps this is not the season 
to give only what people need. 
Perhaps it is the season to give 
things that bring joy and glad- 
ness and beauty. 

So dear friends, will you for- 
give me if, besides asking you for 
such very useful things as mitts, 
scarves, beanies, socks, exercise 
books, rulers, pens, pencils, 
erasers, I also beg for less useful 
articles? For instance: 

Your old gay costume jewelry. 

Dolls, all sizes—all shapes—dress- 
ed and undressed. 

Pen knives, for a boy to whittle 
and feel important with. 

Hair barrettes and clips - . non- 
sensical and gay, to cheer kids 
between five and fifteen. 

Toilet articles . . some perfume, to 
capture a teenager’s heart. 














Lipsticks, powder . . all the things 
a young miss may not be able 
to buy but would LOVE to have 
as she reaches sixteen, seven- 
teen, eighteen. 


‘Small fry, Grades 1 to 4, and their 
little brothers and sisters at 
home, dream of toys .. all kinds 
of toys . . . building blocks, 
games, cars, trucks—the 5c and 
10c store variety would do so 
nicely. 

Coloring books. . . crayons are 
wondrous things to have on a 
cold, wintry evening in the 
country. 

Baseballs and mitts, hockey sticks 
and pucks, and skates. What 
joy to receive those on the 

|Holy Night! 

And of course, there are candies 

. . . Everybody loves candies .. . 
Hard candies in gay Christmas 
colors (or the money to buy 
same) .. Chocolate bars will do 
nicely too. 

Then, there are, of course, the 
old and the shut-ins and the lone- 
ly who have no relatives to look 
after them. 

These we know will love to 
|have bed socks and warm bed 
|jackets, a small box of nice can- 
idies, hot water bottles, (they 
/need not be new). If you send us 
little flower pots — funny, gay 
ones, pretty ones, we promise to 
put some plants in them and 
/have them ready for Christmas to 
|give away. That would cheer any- 
| body up. 
| Then there are the young mar- 
ried couples who had all kinds of 
misfortunes, or whom unemploy- 
ment or sickness touched rather 
heavily. Something lovely for the 
house. Those same gay flower pots 
will do there .. a figurine...a 
‘nice picture ... some pretty china 
that you have put away some 
| place and not looked at for a long 
|time . . . dresser scarves that 
|haven’t been used for a long time 
| because the furniture has chang- 
ed . that set of doilies that 
doesn’t go with the modern set- 
ting . . . All these would be so 
welcome in so many households 
and bring joy and cheer especial- 
ly at this holy season of Christ- 
mas. 

Rosaries . . holy pictures. . 
crucifixes .. . water fonts. . can 
be given to young and old, as can 
| books. We can give these to the 
‘Schools for a permanent library. 
We can give them to shut-ins, or 
keep them for our bookmobile. 
Books will be so lovely to give 
away for Christmas . . . prayer 
books included. 
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that much needed fund. 


cy 






While the Bookmobile of our Rural Apostolate—a unit of Madonna House—goes up and down 
and around about the section of Canada in and adjacent to Combermere, another sort of conveyance 
goes up and down and around about that section of Canada in and adjacent to Edmonton, Alberta. 
Here we bring books to children and adults in the country. There Thurston Smith of Madonna House, 
with volunteers, brings the Goods News of the Gospel to people of all sorts, Catholics and non- 
Catholics. Both the Bookmobile and the “Gospel Wagon”—if we can call it that—have registered 
many hundreds of miles this year. Mr. Smith is ia charge of the Catholic Information Centre in 
the far west. And he has been so busy this fall and summer that we found it necessary to send him 
help. Staff Worker Phil Knight will join him soon, 


And there is soap . . ordinary 
toilet soap . . and’ tooth brushes 
and tooth paste which we can 
give away in great numbers. 

Christmas begins early in Ma- 
donna House because we have to 
wrap so many thousands of par- 
cels! We will be so grateful for 
anything you send now and until 
the last day before Christmas. 

Please—if you ship your gifts— 
be sure to address them as fol- 
lows: MADONNA HOUSE, COM- 
BERMERE, ONTARIO VIA 
BARRY’S BAY, ONTARIO . . 
CANADIAN NATIONAL RAIL- 
WAY. If you send us things from 
the USA, do not worry about our 
paying customs. We don’t. The 
Canadian Government allows us 
customs entry of such goods be- 
cause they know we distribute 
them to those who need them. 

If you mail them—simply send 
them to MADONNA HOUSE, 
COMBERMERE, ONTARIO. 

Thank you... 








Indians Teach Us 


By Mary Ruth 











Our Lady of Whitehorse, White- 
|horse, Yukon—It was a privilege 
|to go to the various missions in 
the Yukon this summer. It was 
a joy to visit the Indians in their 
/own environment and to learn 
from them. For Jean Capets and 
me the assignment was Carmacks, 
a little settlement about 110 miles 
from Whitehorse. There, Father 
Tanguay, an Oblate, welcomed us. 
He was leaving to say Mass at 
Pelly Crossing, a little settlement 
about 60 miles away, so we were 
soon riding along in his panel 
truck 





Indians. 


dians were most devout and edi- 


that!” 
She was Dying 





right to eat GOD.” 


With the wisdom and infinite 
seems to be 
“built-in” with these missionar- 
ies, Father waited, realizing he 
had gone too fast. God would help 
him. Perhaps at Christmas he 
would have the joy of bringing 


patience which 


them Christ. 


She replied that she would. 


So all listened 


received Holy Communion. 


I am not afraid to die now.” 


to Holy 
A little child had led the way! 
A Cat-Push 


Indian woman whom I had known 
several years invited us to supper. 


supper, 
home-made bread, was delicious. 


what she has done with it would 
delight the good Sisters of Prov- 
idence. 


About ten o’clock next day we 
started out in the panel to drive 
two Indians back to their camp 
about 9 or 10 miles into the bush. 
The patience of these missionar- 
ies and the deep inner holiness, 
of which it must be a part, was 
clearly manifested to us on this 
trip. A few miles into the bush we 
encountered a place where the 
buldozer had just blazed a road— 
a short cut. We tried to take it. 

Soft, thick dirt made it im- 
passable. We tried again and 


_jagain. We started up a small hill, 


grinding and churning and push- 
ing and getting nowhere. Final- 
ly the Cat operator, seeing our 
plight, turned about and literally 
shoved us up the hill. All that 
wear and tear must have taken 
a good six month’s out of Father’s 
car, but he said nothing. At the 
top of the hill, the Cat left us, 
turned around, and went back; 
leaving us facing a woods thick 
with timber! There was nothing 
to do but go back through that 
soft dirt again. 
A Coffee Break 

Halfway down the hill we faced 
a big pile of the soft, brown dirt 
dumped right in the road. Pa- 
tiently Father got out and grab- 
bed a shovel from the back of 





listening to fascinating 
stories about his work among the 


At one of the missions, the In- 


fying. They came to Confession 
frequently. It seemed to them so 
reasonable that when one had 
done wrong he had to make it 
right. That presented no difficul- 
ty. But to receive Holy Commun- 
ion — that was another matter. 
The old chief explained their feel- 
ings: “We just can’t eat GOD like 


One spring Father prepared a 
group of children to receive Holy 
Communion at Easter: but a week 
before the children began to come 
to Father and to say: “I don’t 
think I’ll make my Communion, 
Father?” “Why not?” asked Fath- 
er, “You are prepared.” “Because, 
Father, the chief says it is not 


In the Infinite Mystery of God 
it was to be one of these same 
little ones who would be His in- 
strument. During the long winter 
which followed this little girl con- 
tracted Tuberculosis. She was dy- 
ing. Father gave her the Last 
Sacraments and asked her if she 
would like to receive Jesus now. 


The Indians, including the old 
chief, gathered around the bed- 
side. When a person is dying her 
last words are considered sacred. 
intently, and 
watched carefully, as the child 


Devoutly she received Our Lord 
and then said to those gathered 
around: “It is good to eat Jesus. 


There were no more objections 
Communion after that. 


_ After the Mass in the little mis- 
sion at Pelly Crossing, a young 


She has a nice, little home which 
she keeps immaculate. Her two 
children were nicely dressed and 
very clean, and her moose-steak 
right down to lovely 


Dolly hasn’t had a tenth of the 
chance most white girls have, but 


the car. When the Cat driver re- 
turned Father asked him kindly 
|why he had pushed us up the 
(hill when there was no road be- 
yond the top of it. “I didn’t know 
|that. I just came onto this job 
| this morning!” The next thing to 
do was to sit patiently and wait 
while he cleared us another road. 

At a camp on the bank of a 
peaceful river Indian ladies sat 
in the shade about a pile of pop- 
lar leaves. On them reposed the 
morning’s catch . . a dozen beau- 
tiful salmon which they were cut- 
ting up to dry and smoke. They 
greeted Jean and me pleasantly. 
Soon the two of us were kneeling 
with them canvas aprons over our 
laps, learning how to cut and 
clean the fish. They were most 
patient teaching us. “Children,” 
said a young mother, ‘Make the 
visitors coffee.” Then turning to 
us she said: “We too have our 
coffee break!” 

Soon the children brought us 
delicious coffee and even though 
our hands were by this time stiff 
with clotted fish blood, we manag- 
ed to hold the cups. The women 
were gracious hostesses. A little 
boy of about three played among 
the tents. He had a big smile and 
large brown eyes which peeped 
from under a large black hat. 
“Who is that lady?” he kept ask- 
ing pointing to me. This little 
“Hopalong’ and I had a very spe- 
cial relationship in the Holy Spir- 
it. Three years ago I became his 
godmother! : 

Who Teaches Whom? 

In the fish camps, where they 
are living in tents, there is the 
very minimum of facilities: yet 
later in the week when the chil- 
dren came to us for Catechism 
they were immaculate, with clean 
shining hair. We could not but 
observe this and be edified. 

A visit to the Alanos provided 
us with food for meditation for 
some time. Mrs. Alano is a Cree 
Indian. Her husband is white. It 
is a most happy marriage, made 
even more so by the addition of 
three beautiful adopted children. 
The love in that home clings to 
the rafters and diffuses itself to 
all who enter. 

Mrs. Alano has had arthritis 
for some time. Her feet and hands 
are quite stiff and often she moves 
about with difficulty. Yet she had 
the love and courage to adopt three 
children and undertake to raise 
them! She makes the dresses for 
the girls, and they might sell in 
some exclusive shop; they are so 
special. Both she and Mr. Alano 
knit beautiful sweaters for the 
children. Despite the condition of 
her hands, she makes wonderful 
bread, and does all her own house- 
keeping. Her yard is a profusion 
of flowers. 

It is fall and our Indian chil- 
dren are back in school. The house 
echoes with laughter and noise 
once again. I go from bed to bed 
at night giving the girls who are 
my special care some holy water 
and a good-night kiss, trying to 
find a little word for each. Deep 
in my heart, thoughts like these 
arise: “Who is bringing whom to 
the ‘light of civilization’?” 

May the God of these wonderful 
Indian People bring us to their 
humility and simplicity which 
light the way to holiness . . . One- 
ness with Him. 
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